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^ " Some of the sermons are as powerful as anv preached in this genera- 
tion, and indeed full of genius, original thought, and spiritual veracity. 
Of the three first it would be hard to speak in terms too high. They 
deserve to rank high in the theological literature of England, and 
appear likely to mamtain their place there as long as sermons on the 
greatest subjects that affect human nature continue to be preached and 
read. " — Spectator* 

"The sermons are of such a character that it would be a pity if their 
worth were confined to those whose privilege it was to hear them de- 
livered." — Church Review. 

** These are not so much sermons as separate essays of great weight 
and power on each of the subjects of which they treat. They are the 
result of much condensed thought, and an earnest effort is made in them 
to present some of the central truths of Christianity in an aspect calcu- 
lated to attract modem culture and modem ^-^vcA^'—NatiotuU Church. 

** We strongly recommend the volume." — Literary Churchman. 

" The characteristic note of these sermons is the union of a singularly 
comprehensive intellectual outlook with an earnestness of spiritual 
ardour. And in this they contrast very favourably with the narrow, 
carping, or entirely futile attacks from university pulpits that are too 
often meant to pass for Christian apologetics." — Academy. 

" Those who are willing to make the necessary intellectual effort, and 
bring a competent understanding to the study of these discourses, will 
find them repay the mental labour they exact.— CA«rcA Times. 

" These remarkable sermons." — Church Quarterly Review. 
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PREFACE. 

These addresses have been printed in 
obedience to the suggestion of one 
whose lightest word I should be glad 
to take for law ; and in the hope that 
they may possibly help some who desire 
to open the full currents of emotion in 
meditation upon the Passion of the 
Lord, and who yet feel well the peril 
of reducing Calvary, by such use of it, 
to the level of a pathetic melodrama, 
which they set themselves sentimentally 
to rehearse. 

We can escape from this peril only 
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by the bracing use of an intelligent theo- 
logy, which can give to the quickened 
feelings a robust and manly control by 
lifting them out of the region of senti- 
mental imitation up into the pure light 
of a spiritual eternity, in which they do 
not struggle to reproduce the scenic 
pathos of a past event, but apprehend 
the vital and enduring power of an ever- 
living action. Such a theology does not 
confine itself to imagining, detail by 
detail, the death-agony once endured 
on Calvary ; but rather makes use of 
such imagination only in order to lay 
fuller hold of that Glory of the Father, 
within the Heart of which the Risen 
Christ, still pierced with the ancient 
Wounds, abides as on a Throne of 
Grace, and leads captivity captive. 
Fortified and transfigured by such 
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spiritual apprehension, the human feel- 
ings can safely be allowed their full 
play and movement; for they can 
always be securely used, when they 
are employed as ministrants to a yet 
higher work than their own. Under 
the cover, therefore, of this principle, 
these addresses attempt, in a very slight 
and humble way, to interweave the 
thought of the perpetual Sacrifice with 
the memory of the historic Cross, in 
order that a note of spiritual triumph 
may be heard always sounding through- 
out the pity of the Passion ; for it is by 
the sense of such a triumph that our 
unsteady feelings can be controlled and 
exalted, so as to become the organs of a 
high and full theology, which by their 
aid is enabled to intensify its hold on 
the things of Faith. 
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The addresses on the Seven Words 
from the Cross were given at the Three 
Hours* Service in St. Paul's Cathedral. 
They only attempt the task of guiding 
the meditations and prayers of those 
present along the familiar channels, that 
would be most natural at such a time. 
They do not aim at doing more than 
just this very humble service for those 
who may now happen to read them. If 
there are any to whom such a service 
is of any use, that will justify the print- 
ing of words so slight and transitory. 



INTRODUCTORY. 

We rehearse to-day the ancient grief — point 
by point, syllable by syllable. Our eyes and 
our hearts move along the pitiful story. 
From the first hard blows of the hammer, 
as the nails are driven in through the shud- 
dering flesh, on to the last loud bitter cry, 
which shivered the darkness as the Spirit 
passed away. Step by step we follow it : 
we feed our sad souls upon the memory of 
that worn, weak, white, forlorn Body, hung 
amid the hail of pitiless scorn, naked, 
bleeding, disgraced, betrayed, denied, for- 
saken. Yea, was ever sorrow like unto this 
sorrow ? 

Yet if this were all that we have to do this 
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morning, it would be but a fruitless and a 
morbid exercise of imaginative feeling. If 
the Cross were but a story of terrible shame, 
it would not be the core and heart of a living 
and a victorious faith. We preach the Cross 
of Jesus, but what we preach is no mere 
dead fact, long over and gone, which we set 
ourselves to picture and to repeat. We 
rehearse it, indeed, with lears and with shame. 
We rehearse it as it occurred, in very truth, 
on the hill of Calvary eighteen hundred years 
ago. We ponder over every pitiful detail. 
But we do not stop in the memory of our 
own misery ; we do not root our eyes upon 
an earthly sorrow. We lift up all that we 
rehearse before the throne of the Most High 
God. We re-enact it before the eyes of the 
Father. We plead it before the mercy-seat. 
And we plead this our rehearsal of the Death 
and Passion of Christ, because that which we 
tell over with tears on earth, that Christ Him- 
self presents and offers Himself in Heaven 
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— presents and offers to-day. To-day He 
carries His Blood in within the holy places. 
Those wounds, those scars, those bitter pains 
— these are, now to-day, in the risen Lord, 
become instruments of triumphant inter- 
cession at the right hand of God. To-day 
there stands in Heaven — amid the adoration 
of ten thousand times ten thousand, amid the 
song of multitudes going up as the sound of 
mighty waters — a Lamb as it had been slain. 
Jesus Himself remembers what we remember 
of Him ; and still He rejoices to remember 
that for us He endured the Cross and 
Passion ; and still He pleads that joyful 
remembrance ; and still to-day the Father 
beholds that pleaded Passion, and gladdens 
as He beholds : and blesses us, too, as Christ's 
forgiven, Christ's brothers — in the might of 
that gladness. 

And why? Why should God gladden to 
recall that day of bitter and miserable dying ? 
And why should God, in His glad acceptance 
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of that agony and bloody sweat, find Himself 
enabled to pardon ? 

Because Christ, His own Son, did on 
that day ^^ glorify the Father'^ \ He manifested 
the Name of God; and this He did, by 
presenting before the Father, even in that 
hour of scathing trial, the unshattered and 
unbeclouded image of that Mind, that Love, 
that Pity, which are the Name of God the 
Father. God the Father looks from Heaven 
down upon Calvary, that He may find there, 
in the dying Son, that perfect Goodness, 
which is His own — which is Himself; and 
ah ! the Father's Joy, that breaks out from 
His heart — as up, in free motion — untaught, 
unforced — ^there comes from another's lips the 
very cry that His own Compassion loves to 
greet and to answer — the very prayer that 
entereth in within the deepest desire of His 
Mercy and His infinite Loving-kindness. 
This out-breaking joy of the Father over the 
Son is to the dark world as a new upspringing 
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dawn — it is as the sudden inrush of a great 
light ; it is as a gracious warmth that enfolds 
and encompasses ; it is as a blessing that 
translates and transfigures. This light, this 
new warmth, is "the glory wherewith the 
Father glorifies the Son " ; and its splendour, 
as it breaks out in power over the Son, 
Whose perfect loyalty evoked it, spreads out 
in waves of heat, and sound, and force, and 
illuminates and embraces those of whose 
flesh and blood that Son has partaken, and 
whom He is not ashamed, even as they pierce 
Him, to call His brethren. To all such 
brethren (thanks to Jesus !) that splendour 
of inrushing joy is known under the name of 
forgiveness. It is the renewal of that old and 
favourable loving-kindness, without which we 
had shrivelled and withered ; that favour 
once lost through our sin, now won to us 
by our share in the sinless Son of Man. 

The glory of the Father ! It is the Father 
who is revealed to us on the Cross. The 



6 JNTROD UCTOR K 

Father's Heart, the Father's Mind, that speak 
to us through these last seven words of the 
Son. In these cries God the Father heard 
His own Love speaking, and therefore they 
were acceptable; and we can, through the 
gate of those last words, creep in behind and 
within the shame, the bitterness, the pain — 
and learn, through the Spirit, What language, 
what communication it is that passes between 
the holy Son and the blessed Father, and we 
can read something of the secret of that 
hidden God Whom our souls yearn to find, 
though our eyes may never behold Him. 
Come with me, then, for the blessed Three 
are all about us! — Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost ! Come and listen, and ask. What is 
it in that first word on which the Father 
looks with unutterable joy ? 
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He gladdens to be besought by this petition. 
Who, then, are they who should be forgiven, 
and why is it that they should receive for- 
giveness ? It is the Roman soldiers, rough 
and hard and coarse, those who had mocked, 
scourged, spat, bound, dragged, nailed — sol- 
diers, careless from a thousand cruelties; 
those who care not to ask the why or the 
wherefore, but do what they are paid to do 
without a scruple, without a fear — soldiers, 
sent hither and thither at the bidding of 
Imperial Rome, to whom life has long 
become a wild and reckless adventure, who 
have lost the taste of fear, to whom blood 
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IS a familiar thing, who have forgotten the 
very touch of pity and the kindliness of 
fatherland and tenderness of home. These 
are the men that hold Him, strip Him 
(Ah! the shame!): through hands and feet 
the nails are driven with rough indifference, 
with merciless contempt; the bones are 
crushed asunder, the blood starts; with 
thrust, and stroke, and horrid heave, they 
uplift the ghastly stake; the torn Body 
quivers and throbs at every careless push. 
And they who do it — ^^they know not what 
they do^ Ah ! they know not ! This is what 
tortures us; this is the ignominy; this is 
the hideous horror. They know not, they 
care not; they are crucifying the Lord of 
Glory, and they know it not — crucifying the 
Lord Jesus as indifferently, as recklessly, 
as blindly, as if they were hanging some 
miserable murderer — as if they were stoning 
a mad dog. Look at them, right under 
the very Cross, in sight of all at which our 
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hearts bleed ; they have forgotten Him 
Who hangs there within a yard of their 
boisterous quarrel. They are fighting over 
His clothes. They are throwing lots for 
His coat. This is all they care. They 
know not. Surely this is the most horrible 
part of all. Oh! that we might violently 
compel them to know. 

So we say, and then we turn to Him. 
What will He say 1 or what manifest > What 
will be His victory ? His precious offering ? 
What is it the Father loves to hear ? 

" Father, forgive them." And forgive, just 
because of that which is so dreadful, so 
appalling. Yes, forgive, just because of this 
careless indifference, of this reckless brutality. 
They cannot know, these blood-stained sol- 
diers — they cannot know what it means to 
His tender heart, to His delicate spirit; 
and, therefore, just because they can rise 
up to crucify and sit down to play; just 
because they can quarrel, and mock, and 
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throw dice for His garments at the very 
foot of the Cross, without a fear, without 
a scruple, without a touch of pity, without 
any solemn thought ; just because they can 
treat it as a bit of the day*s work, no more 
nor less than they had done a hundred times 
before; just because they handle Him so 
roughly, and pay Him so little regard, and 
fear not at all to thrust in the nails, or to bind 
Him with cords to the stake; just because 
they are so rude, and, savage, and merciless ; 
just because they know not what they do, — 
Father, forgive ! 

Dear people, this is our victory; this 
is that which God looks upon and blesses 
in His Son ; and at this hour for us the 
Son renews His pray«r. Let us join Him. 
Father, forgive us, for we know not what 
we do. We cannot measure all the sin 
that we blindly commit; the great social 
cruelties that a society unwittingly inflicts ; 
the poor whom it crushes ; the outcasts, who 
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live without a sign of pity or of help; the 
criminals, whom it forces into crime, whom 
it poisons 'with vice. All of us help in this. 
We belong to a body that does it; yet we 
have to go to our work day by day, and 
can but seldom ask a question ; only we 
are very sorry when we hear a rumour of 
the beggary of others, out of which our 
own prosperity has somehow grown ; of the 
shame which our own lives cover and pro- 
duce; of the fallen, to whom we some- 
how have left no road of refuge but the 
leap from the bridge at night, the stifled 
cry under the dark, black water. Oh! the 
souls we blindly crush or defame ! We shall 
never know all. We shall never know here 
how we wound Christ in His little ones. We 
shall never know the harshnesses we deal 
Him, the savage indifference by which we kill 
the ignorant and the weak. These careless 
cruelties, done in a Christian society without 
protest, without cure, these are the sins which 
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drive in the nails, which strip the Lord of 
Glory and put Him to open shame. These 
things bring taunts upon His name. Let us 
remember them to-day, in the light of Christ's 
Passion. Let us make them part of our 
solemn confession. For blessed be God ! 
that prayer still to-day goes up for us, to 
which the Father loves to listen— " Father, 
forgive them ; they know not what they do ! *' 
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Below, the soldiers dice, and shout, and 
quarrel; the high priests jeer and scoff; 
the women weep and beat their breasts. 
But up above there what strange language 
passes to and fro between those who hang 
there on the bleeding stakes? What is 
it of which they speak? What is it that 
God the Father watches with infinite and 
everlasting joy? It is the victory, the utter* 
most victory of lovci A soul, whom God 
has pursued in vain for many a long year 
has been won at the last. Ah! how he 
has fled from God's face, from God's hear- 
ing, this robber-soul. No voice had touched, 
no hand had availed to reach and hold. 



14 SECOND WORD. 

In vain God had poured about him from 
childhood the sweet peace of the breathing 
earth. In vain the Lord sent, with punctual 
kindness, the soft dews of the morning and 
the early and the latter rain. In vain the 
quiet silence of the clustering hills, the broad, 
beneficent sun, the steady eyes of the re- 
straining stars. Yes, and in vain, too, the 
gracious kindness of home, the tenderness 
of a mother's pleadings, the sweet, orderly 
tranquillity of human society — for he had 
broken loose ; warred upon his fellows ; come 
at last to the hangman and the gibbet ! 
Yet God had called to him too by more 
than this, and called in vain ; called through 
the stately ritual, the solemn law, the patience 
of sacrificial lambs, the pitifulness of slain 
doves, through the hush and pause of the 
Atonement Day, through the mighty thank- 
fulness of the Passover meal, through the 
loud joy of Tabernacles, through the morn- 
ing and the evening trumpets blown from the 
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Temple heights, through the cloud of plead- 
ing incense, through the sacred voices of 
immemorial psalms — through all, God had 
sought, and claimed, and pleaded, and all 
this had failed. Still, the man's heart fled 
and hid itself, stubborn, 'bitter, and unwon. 

Perhaps, amid the rough working of crime, 
he had been seeking, by wild and blundering 
blows, to hack and hew out a road for the 
kingdom of God, such as Barabbas had 
savagely sought through methods of robbery, 
sedition, and murder. Many a robber horde 
in Galilean hills mingled with its crimes the 
broodings of a passionate patriotism. Such 
as these the Romans would kill on such a 
day, and kill by crucifixion. Yet by no 
such brutal road as that was God's kingdom 
to be brought nigh. And such fierce strife 
dould but expel God further from the soul. 
And now, the bitterness that devours that 
wild heart would be the hot passion of one 
who has struck for God and i^AV^di,^Vo\ia.% 
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looked for God's hand and found no help, and 
who is dying under the derision of God*s own 
foes, at the very hour of God's own Passover, 
the memorial of a deliverance that now, in 
Israel's sorest need, is but an insult, an out- 
rage, a memorial of shame. God had failed 
him ; God had failed His kingdom. This 
would darken the misery, the agony, the 
despair of a criminal death. 

And yet, though he despair of God, God 
has not yet despaired of him. God still hunts 
and follows after that wandering soul. How 
can He reach him yet } What appeal can 
yet subdue him ? One, and one only, effort 
remains. All through life he has fled from 
God's face ; and now, lo ! even now, as the 
death-sweat breaks, as the last hour blackens 
over him, God even yet is there — pursuing, 
seeking, desiring. There, even there, hung 
by his side, on a Cross like his cross — pierced 
with the same nails, bound by the same 
cords, racked by the same torment, dying the 
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same death — God, in His irresistible com- 
passion, has hung His own Son, His Beloved, 
His stainless Christ ! Even unto blood God 
wrestles for his soul. Even into the deepest 
abyss of shame God follows him. Can he, 
who has understood God in no other shape, 
understand Him in that? Would this, and 
this alone, compel him to turn and see ? If 
so only, then there let Christ hang to make 
the supreme appeal ! There on those nails 
let Him be lifted up, if so only He can draw 
to Himself the soul of the robber and the thief. 
It is the law of all our redemption. We 
wander, and as we wander we fall, and each 
fall brings disaster, and each disaster pain, 
and pain lies heavy on us as a curse, the 
-curse of a penalty deserved. We resist, and 
fly, and sin, and suffer for sin ; and the world 
sets itself to deepen our misery : it smites us 
and wounds us for our sin — we receive our 
inevitable wages, we go down into the pit: 
and this though God has again and again 
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called "To-day, to-day, if ye will hear My 
voice, O harden not your hearts ! " And, as 
each "to-day" fails, He has yet set before 
us another ; " to-day be not as in the 
provocation — not as those to whom I had 
to swear that they should not enter into My 
rest." So tender ! so beseeching ! and we 
have still been stubborn as our forefathers, a 
faithless and rebellious generation. We make 
no cry, we offer no response ; and the sin 
that we sin must have its way, and the 
heavens above us must become as brass and 
the earth beneath us as iron, and we must 
feel the curse enter into our bones, the curse 
of a death on which God has set His ban, and 
set it justly. 

So our cross is made ready, so the nails 
transfix ; and yet God has one way still left 
— ^to place His Son by our side under the 
curse, to follow us down into corruption, to 
hang with us upon our deserved cross, and 
then, from thence, to still whisper the name 
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of hope, to repeat the old promise, to renew 
His ancient invitation. " To-day ! " Oh, yes, 
to-day ! Even now, as the death-dews gather, 
to-day — it is not too late ! God is with us ; 
He shares all, though we, indeed, suffer justly, 
what He has not at all deserved. He is close ; 
He is touching us — just when we seem 
farthest from Him, forsaken, lost He is 
there, in the very thick of our desolation ; 
though we fled fast. He has pursued yet 
faster; and still He invites, still He holds 
open the door. "There is still a rest that 
remaineth." Yea! even for our wounded, 
embittered, weary, sin-laden, robber-souls — 
a rest, a rest that remaineth! And to us, 
once again, lest it be too late. He appeals ; 
He pleads ; He cries. To-day ! To-day ! 

If we will but turn and repent ; if we will 
but let our lips shape themselves to speak 
some old prayer, that in days of young 
dreams for God and for His kingdom, we 
used to use, " Lord, O Lord ! remember me, 
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when Thou comest in Thy kingdom." Once 
let our hearts so cry, and He is ready : He is 
quick with His sure and willing answer- 
quicker than we had dared hope; readier 
than we had dreamt of. '* To-day — yea, even 
this day, thou shalt be with Me in Paradise." 

Ah ! there is God*s glory. God might well 
triumph over that wonderful winning — God, 
the great Father, Who had declared of old 
that though father and mother forsake — yea, 
even though the mother forget her sucking 
child — yet would He never forget the man 
that He had made. He too has besought, and 
wondered, and besought " Oh ! that My 
people would have hearkened unto Me ! Turn 
ye, turn ye, from your sins ; why will ye die, 
O house of Israel } " So He, the Father, had 
said. And now it is His own loving-kindness 
that pleads in Jesus — His own everlasting 
compassion that speaks through those blessed 
words. It is His Name that is made manifest 
— His very love that promises ; His own 
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pardon that offers the new To-day. It is He, 
the Father, Who is glorified in Him Who 
opens Paradise to the thief. And, therefore, 
it is that that Cross of Christ is acceptable 
unto God, and that it prevails for us to-day. 
God accepts it, for it is the perfect image of 
Himself; and for ever it delights Him to 
contemplate His own glory. 

To-day — ^this day ! We who watch with 
Jesus may not be wholly as that robber. We 
may have found, already, our forgiveness. 
But is there no secret heart of evil in us still 
untouched, still unbroken, still repellant, still 
holding out against all God*s daily beseech- 
ings ? Somewhere within us our courage fails 
us so often, our faith comes to a check. God 
may ask much ; but He cannot ask that 
No, we cannot wholly surrender it !— that old, 
old sin, ingrained, familiar, hardened. It is 
but a weakness, but a slight concession. So 
hidden is it, so slight t So slight, yes ! 
and, besides, so intimate. It >no>3\!\ x^o^vt^ 
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a very knife to cut it out. Would it 
be worth the pains or the risk of plucking 
out an eye ? So we fashion unuttered ex- 
cuses. So a secret robber-heart endures 
year after year. And from it there is a sullen 
souring of the life — a root of hidden gall. 
It poisons ; it hinders ; it distresses ; it dis- 
heartens; it condemns us; it nails us to a 
cross ! We half suspect this, and yet never 
set to work to subdue it, to uproot it. We 
dally with it ; we delay. 

Oh ! that to-day, if this be so in any, the 
call might reach ; the look of the dying 
Christ might melt; the robber's heart in us 
relent. This day, if you will but surrender 
all ; this day, if you can but give up to God 
the last fragment of your rebellious and stub- 
born heart; this day, if only you but ask, 
not to be moved from your cross, not to be 
spared any pain or penalty — nay, to be con- 
tent to hang on the nails on which Christ 
hangs with you — but ask to be received. 
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entire and undivided, without any secret with- 
holding, without any dark spot where God*s 
light may not visit, without any shadow of 
reserve, into Christ's memory and into His 
kingdom ! Ask only this : " Lord, remember 
me." And then to-day — even to-day — your 
trouble may all pass away. You may enter 
in to the rest that remaineth. You may, this 
day, pass in with the Lord into His paradise. 

Take us with Thee, blessed Jesus ! Take 
us as we are, bad with years of sinning ; yet, 
at least, surrendered whole and entire, every 
bit of us, into Thy hands. Take us with Thee ; 
lead us within Thy rest. There is nothing 
we would withhold from Thee to-day. ^ All, 
all of us, is broken, is turned, is subdued. 
Oh ! pledge us Thy promise ! Open to us 
the doors of Thy paradise ! that, as we have 
died with Thee unto our sin, we may obtain 
Thy joyful resurrection. 
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Each word admits within the veil of the 
Body ; each word is the act of a King. In 
the first, the King, the Spokesman, the 
Brother, pleads for His people, covers them 
with His mantle, redeems them at His own 
personal risk. In the second. He puts out 
His power. He touches with His sceptre. 
He exercises authority. He admits the for- 
given. In the third. He allots His people 
their place — He prescribes duties. He dis- 
tributes office. He saith unto them, "Do 
this," and "they do it." "From that hour 
that disciple took her into his own house." 
But this royal word is itvt^tmvcv^^^A \kKt^ 
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with the tenderest and dearest affection of 
that human heart that beats within our King. 
Ignorance has been forgiven, and faith that 
springs from penitence has received its assur- 
ance. Love now waits to accept its com- 
mandment, its law of service, for by this is 
the love of Christ made known that it does 
His will, that it keeps the commandments. 
Bring your love, and listen and obey. 

The Cross of Christ transcends all human • 
conditions, all human links. Christ enters 
the world ; but He is not of the world. He 
lives from beyond the world ; He dies on the 
Cross to all the world. " Suppose ye that I 
am come to send peace } I tell you, nay ; 
but rather division. Henceforth there shall 
be five in one house divided, three against 
two, and two against three. For I am not 
come to bring peace, but a sword." Most 
terrifying words, full charged with dark 
clouds of sorrow! Yet even this biting 
sorrow, He, our Brother, the only Brother 
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from whom naught may ever divide us, will 
feel and share. He, too, will endure to tear 
off from His soul that which clings closest — 
a mother's priceless love ! He will put even 
this away. He will not snatch at it as at a 
prize. His high office. His father's business, 
compel Him to empty Himself even of human 
joy. All along His life He had been pre- 
paring for this last dread rending asunder 
of the tender ties that bound him to Her 
whom He loved as no earthly son could ever 
love. The sword should pierce both her and 
Him. He knew it. So He had bidden her 
learn how to surrender Him — on that first 
journey to the Father's house. He has higher 
calls than His obedience to her — calls that cut 
across what tenderness must desire, that 
override, that ignore, that transcend His 
dutiful subjection. She must learn it — ^learn, 
as David had learned, that He Who was her 
son was also her Lord. She must learn it 
and not be afraid. So He let her learn it 
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again at that first flashing of His Glory at 
Cana in Galilee, learn how that Glory must 
run like a dividing flame between her and 
Him. The hour had not then wholly come, 
the hour at which this full Glory must break 
out, the hour of His great manifestation ; 
but when the hour had come it would be the 
hour of a Cross ; of sharp, biting division of 
sundering death ; and each symptom of its 
approach, as at that marriage feast, touched, 
as with the flame of sore trial, the tender 
heart of mother and Son. Even then, at Cana, 
as the first red flame of the sacrifice shot up, 
they looked upon each other, and knew the 
anguish of abandonment. "Woman, what 
have I to do with thee ? " What have I and 
thou to do with one another, as the dread 
hour draws near that cuts us apart as with 
a knife? Under the awful pressure of that 
hour, He, too, must forsake all, must leave 
lands and homes, must hate father and 
mother. He, too, must throw away all that 
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makes human life dear, and sweet, and 
gracious, and gentle, and loving. He, too 
(as we), can carry nothing away with Him 
when He dieth. And thou, too, O Mother of 
Grod; thou, too, O highly favoured, most 
** blessed among women " ; thou, too, must 
surrender thy Son, thy only Son. Thou, too, 
must know the agony of resignation. That 
tender kinship must be rent in twain. Thou, 
also, must make thy sacrifice, the sacrifice 
which none but thou can ever make. Thy 
heart must itself be thrown into the flame. 
For thy Son, though still thy Son, is yet 
made manifest by the cross to be more than 
thy Son. He is revealed to be the Son of 
God with power ; and in face of that supreme 
revelation, all that is earthly breaks away. 
That which has been known after the flesh 
can be known after the flesh no more. For 
behold, all old things are passed away. 
The world is dead unto Christ, and Christ 
unto the world. Not even the \\oV\e'sX.\\>\\cs!2sss. 
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tie shall be left untouched or unsurrendered ; 
for the fire, the fire of the great new dawn, 
must try all things. Every sacrifice that can 
be made must be salted with the fire ! 

But is this all ? Christ destroyed — did He 
not fulfil ? Christ died — but did He not also 
rise again ? Yes ; old things may pass away, 
but all things also shall become new, Christ 
carries us indeed outside the Law. He dies 
without the camp, and thither must we follow 
Him, to suffer outside the gate. But Christ, 
the creative Word, restores to us once more 
all that we surrender. He quickens it into 
new life by the power of His sanction. He 
who forsakes all for His dear sake receives 
back from Him, to whom He gives himself, 
an hundredfold more than ever He forsook — 
houses, and brethren, and sisters, and mothers, 
and children, and lands, as well as in the world 
to come life everlasting. Christ, the Lord of 
men, reasserts all the duties and offices of 
earth ; only that now we do them not for their 
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own sakes, but for His ; not for love of them, 
but for love of Him. They have no claim 
over us; but He allots us what He will. 
From Him we take back our joys and our 
sorrows, our work and our aims; and so He 
renews, of his own fiat, those tender ministries, 
that gentle home, that sweet gladness of kin- 
ship, which seemed for ever vanished and lost 
From that Cross, in which all was swallowed 
up, on which He died unto the world, and we 
in Him — from that very Cross He recreates 
the shapely order of the new kingdom, in 
which we, His servants, are to find our place 
and labour of love. 

"Woman, behold Thy Son!" No warm 
affections, no overflowing sympathies, shall be 
lost or left unused in that kingdom of the 
Cross. They are not to be rooted out, those 
delicate human passions ; they are not to be 
unemployed, those soft and kindly ways. The 
Holy Mother shall still find room and play 
for all her sweet motherliness. A son shall 
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be hers, on whom, by Christ's own sanction, 
she may pour out all her wealth of affection 
and whom she may for ever cheer with the 
gracious light of her unsullied purity. And 
thou, O brave disciple whom Jesus loved, 
thou hast a lifelong service committed to thy 
loyal care ! " Behold thy mother !" All thy 
reverence, all thy watchfulness, all thy devo- 
tion, all thy constancy — all shall find them- 
selves a field! Not one fragment shall be 
useless or wasted ! Every morning thou shalt 
go forth with a ready heart, for she, thy 
tender mother, will follow thee from the 
door with acceptable blessing. Every even- 
ing through long years thou shalt return 
with quick step to meet the comfort of her 
greeting, and the refreshment of her un- 
troubled peace. And ever — morning, noon, 
and night — the one strong bond that knits 
you one to the other in unbroken communion 
will be the memory that no time can weaken 
and no cares disfigure of that awful hour in 
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which you received back from that Cross, on 
which all joy seemed to be utterly perishing, 
the gift of a gracious interchange of lifelong 
and endearing services. 

Dear people, the Cross is to us not only 
the rule of self-mortification, but the rule also 
of active and dutiful service. We die through 
it to all desire, to all self-love. But it also 
commits to each one of us the charge of 
fulfilling that work which our hands find to 
do. " Behold thy mother ! behold thy Son ! " 
The Cross cannot endure neglect of those 
human duties, those human ties, which Christ 
Himself, the perfect Man, the Son of Man, has 
renewed and hallowed in the might of His 
saving Blood. We come to gaze upon the 
Cross ; but Jesus on the Cross is not content 
that we should merely gaze. Nay, " Behold 
thy mother! behold thy Son ! " There is ser- 
vice to be done in the name of the Crucified ; 
there is a commission and a lifelong work to 
which the Cross commits us. la owt Viatc^ss^^ 
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in our daily lives, in the things that lie close 
about us, in these lie the duties which the 
Cross looks to us to fulfil. 

We touch here, in this last message and 
command, the mind of the good Father, Who 
is the head of the heavenly family. In this 
He saw His glory, in that He, His Son, 
forgot not, even in the storm of His death- 
agony, the blessed ministries of home — that 
He had honour even then for His Mother, and 
care for His friend, and forethought, and ten- 
derness, and forbearance. For this the Father 
remembers that death-hour with joy, and, in 
the power of that pardoning joy He looks 
to-day to see in us, who have homes, the 
mind of His Son. Our homes! Ah! how 
wearisome they often are, how soured, how 
jealous, how uneasy, how divided, how 
thoughtless, how unchristian, how unhelp- 
ful! Yet into them would Christ from His 
Cross have the power of His dying to pene- 
trate, to sweeten, to make sacred, to dominate. 
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His last word to man on earth was a charge 
to hold home-life dear for His sake, to re- 
create and transfigfure home by the memory 
and hallowing of His Crucifixion. Oh ! that 
we might go back from our place at the Cross- 
3ide to-day with a commission given us by 
the Lord — a commission to look with new 
eyes upon old household ways, and to find a 
new grace and honour and joy in making 
peace in our homes for His sake. Whose last 
charge was " Behold thy mother ! " 
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it 
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We have passed through the outer circle of 
sorrow — ^the blows from without, the cruelties 
of the world, the appeals of the forsaken, 
the parting of friends. In all these He has 
manifested His glory. Now, the gross dark- 
ness, the silence before the cry. The onset 
is not from without, but from within : it is a 
silent struggle, under the cloud of night. 
Within — in the dark recesses of the inward 
being — He is engulfed in unknown sorrows ; 
He strives, without a sound. So Jacob 
wrestled alone. No eye saw the lonely strife 
all night on the black hills. Only they knew 
what he had endured, when in the morning 
they saw him as he halted \x^ots. Vvs* K^v^x 
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So, now too, alone, in impenetrable darkness, 
the great wrestling goes forward ; wrapped in 
night, swallowed up in awful silence, our 
Israel strives and prevails. He is silent! 
His soul is dumb, and stunned, and blinded, 
while down upon Him the great storm rushes, 
the winds buffet Him, the floods go over Him, 
the waters close over His head, He is swept 
down out of our gaze. Like Jonah, He has 
gone down to the roots of the hills, sunk like 
lead in the mighty waters. Only at the end 
do cries come forth, out of the thick night — 
cries startling, soul-shaking, fearful, sudden, 
abrupt, yet cries that tell us that He yet lives ! 
What can we gather ? How does He make 
manifest the glory of the Father? What 
does He offer in which God can exult — can 
exult as in the image of Himself? 

" My God, My God ! why hast Thou for- 
saken Me ? " We know what we are in 
presence of. We have the Psalm. Let us 
clearly recall it It is not penitence, nor con- 
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fession, not remorse, not Psalm li. That is 
quite another tone. We touch, now, an 
agony that is far more mysterious — the agony 
of the faithful heart, the agony of the holy 
soul, that knows itself true and yet finds no 
help come from God ; the agony of the pure 
at the victory of evil ; the agony of faith that 
dies forsaken ! To cling to God, and yet to 
see no good come of it; to hope and hope, 
and yet to fail ; ah ! what agony is so bitter 
or so strong? To look for judgment, for 
consolation, and to find none ! No sign in 
the heaven of power, no sign upon earth of 
mercy. To watch and watch and see no 
dawn ! To scan the dim, dark plains in vain ! 
No cry in the night, " Babylon is fallen ! " 
No cry in the night, " Awake, awake, Jerusa- 
lem ! " No beautiful feet upon the moun- 
tains, though we lift our eyes and look to 
them for help. "The Lord never faileth," 
so we once had said ; but can it be that the 
Lord's arm is shortened and He cannot save .? 
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Hath God forgotten to be gracious? The 
horrible suspicion ! " Nay, it is my own in- 
firmity; I will call to mind the wonders of 
old time." Yet noWy even that comfort fails ; 
*'Our fathers trusted in Thee; they were 
holpen : they were not confounded." But 
now — no Hand is put out : " The servant of 
God is forsaken — a worm, and no man, the 
very scorn of men." " Fat bulls of Bashan 
close him in on every side. They laugh : 
they shoot out their lips." "He trusted in 
God that He would deliver him." The cruel 
taunt — so cruel because it cannot be gain- 
said; God does not deliver. Satan seems 
indeed too strong — no help comes! The 
taunt of the ungodly is unanswered. 

And then— within ! — we thought that, at 
least, within, God would give consolation. 
** All the paths of the Lord are mercy and 
truth." But — mysterious secret of the spiri- 
tual life! — it is not always so! There is 
sometimes a dryness, a hardness, a hope- 
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lessness, a profound and melancholy disruption 
of the being — no grace, no oil of gladness, 
tio light in the dwellings of Israel, but a 
xiarkness deeper than the darkness of Egypt 
So it is in man, and Christ is become as us ; 
and, therefore, here, on the Cross, in the face 
of the tremendous onset of evil, when all 
strength is needed — lo ! within, He is poured 
out like water, all His bones are out of joint ; 
His heart is melted like wax ; His strength 
dried up like a potsherd; His tongue 
cleaveth. O agony unspeakable, immeasur- 
able ! the agony that none but the saints of 
God can know ; the agony of an hour, when 
the God in Whom they relied, is withdrawn, 
is hidden ; when no word comes, no redemp- 
tion draweth nigh ; when the soul itself wins 
no help from its faithfulness, wins no consola- 
tion from its hope, wins no peace from its 
love, wins no strength from its faith; when 
the victory of evil is riotous, is assured, and 
there is nothing wherewith to encounter it. 
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The spiritual force itself dies down, broken, 

* 

and nerveless ; and dark shudderings lay hold 
of it, and deadly suspicions wither it, and the 
chill of death unnerves it, and fears haunt 
and appal — and all this, though no sin has 
justified its fall, no weakness of its own 
deserves this fierce wrath. No; it is God 
Himself Who refuses help. Who has aban- 
doned. Who has gone far off; God Himself, 
the Keeper of Israel, Who seems to slumber 
and sleep! "My God, My God! why hast 
Thou forsaken Me ? " 

This is the trial of Saints — of the Psalmist 
We, who are sinners, need always the present 
sense of God's comfort. But Saints have to 
learn to do without that : God holds off; He 
leaves them alone, to learn what it would be 
to lose Him. This, too, Christ would ex- 
perience — this deepest depth of the spiritual 
discipline. Faithful to God when God is 
nigh, who would not be that, even though all 
the hosts of Satan rushed on like a storm ? 
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But faithful to God, when God is far off- 
faithful to God, then, when the very gates of 
hell seem to prevail against the Church of 
God itself, when the rock reels under the feet 
of the faithful — can man be that ? And up 
from the dim, awful hour of gloom, comes 
from human lips the appealing cry of an 
unbroken faith, " My God, My God ! " 

It is the appeal of the sinless, it is 
the response of the perfect heart! "How 
could it be, O my God, how was it that 
Thou, even for one moment, could forsake ? 
Why ? For I was never faithless ; I never 
left hold ; I never forsook Thee — I, Thy 
Servant still. Thy own Beloved, Thy only 
Son, Thy blessed Christ, Him in Whom 
Thou art ever well pleased. Whom Thou 
hast glorified, and will glorify. Oh, why, 
why hast Thou forsaken Me ? 

It is the reproach of a tender and most 
loyal love. And the Father takes heed of 
that reproaching tenderness — of that un- 
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swerving loyalty; for such loyalty, in the 
face of all disaster, in defiance of all expe- 
rience, is the image of His own steadfastness, 
of His own faithfulness, of His own patience. 
He too, the Father, knows how to wait on 
'without a sign of hope, yet still to wait 
upon our souls. " Oh, My people, what have 
I done unto Thee? Tell Me and 1 will 
answer. Oh, My child. My child, why hast 
thou forsaken Me?" So He had cried to 
us through the dreary years, and now, at last, 
there is faithfulness found in man that can 
respond to the faithfulness that is in Him — 
in Him Who, though a mother forsake her 
sucking child, yet will never forsake us. 
The faithfulness of Jesus is the glory of 
God ; and we, who know too sadly why 
God should long ago have forsaken us, we 
are now to kneel and learn how to hide 
our faithlessness under the faithful loyalty 
of Jesus, Who pleads now for us in heaven, 
that dread hour of the hiding of God's face. 
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How blessed the peace of this assurance! 
To be able to hide under the shelter of the 
cry of the dying Lord, at those hours — sad- 
dest and bitterest of all sad and bitter hours 
— ^when our labour seems to be in vain, and 
our very faith brings us no comfort, and our 
spirits are drained dry of the godly joy that 
once they tasted, and depression, dark, un- 
reasoning, unintelligible depression, chokes 
us as with a damp, dull, motionless fog, and 
we are out of all heart, yet cannot help it, 
and are cheerless and dispirited, yet cannot 
tell why, and mope in miserable shrinkings, 
and shudder at all effort, and are naked, and 
beggarly, and thin, and starved, and chilly, 
and poor, and cannot lift up our heads, nor 
even pray with any fervour, nor at all 
believe that ever again we shall go up with 
gladness into the house of the Lord with 
them that keep holyday, so stunted and 
withered and dry has our devotion become—^ 
dh 1 yet even then, to creep under the shadow 
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of Christ's Cross, to let His own loud cry 
enfold us ! That will be comfort indeed ; 
that will be strength sufficient for our need. 
We will be content, if only, at such an hour 
of agony, we can remember and believe, that 
He, even then, is with us, is at hand ; that 
He enfolds our sorrow within His own larger 
sorrow ; that He will be looking upward to 
God, with His arms wrapped round us, as He 
pleads for us His Passion, pleads for us His 
own Prayer. 

" Dost Thou see, O My Father, this child 
in pain, in trouble, in sorrow of heart ? He 
fears Thy forsaking. Thy withdrawal, for his 
sin makes such forsaking terrible. But for 
him, as for all, I plead My own faithfulness — 
loyal to Thee, in spite of Thy withdrawal." 
And the Father will answer, " I see. My Son ; 
for Thy sake, this Thy brother, this Thy 
sister, shall be beloved ; they yet shall win 
their consolation." 
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Once more, out of a grief which we cannot 
enter, out of a strife that no eye sees, 
there breaks out a short, swift word. We 
are as those who watch by the sick, as they 
lie fevered, and pain-stricken. We cannot 
know what they feel. We hang upon their 
wants, but can do nothing. We can but 
guess dimly, from their broken murmurs, how 
best to shape our prayers. So, out of the 
dark silence of the agony, falls upon our 
ears the cry, " I thirst." 

"I thirst." Jesus is unlike, yet like, our 
sick. Unlike — for, in the place of their 
unintelligible murmurs, their d^lvtvwvs* ^ViSi^% 
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our King holds still control over His own 
Passion. His clear mind — so St. John, the 
Beloved, watched and noted — never trembled 
or lost hold. Like some physician, lying 
stricken with the pains he has so often 
tended and healed, He can tell the symptoms. 
He notes the rise and fall of the fever; He 
measures the intensity of the attack; He 
knows when to gather His whole being 
together into the effort of silent and grave 
endurance ; He knows, again, when to allow 
himself relief, and to ease the dire pressure of 
the disease. So "Jesus, knowing that all 
things were now accomplished, that the 
Scriptures might be fulfilled, saith, I thirst" 
Not one syllable was heedless or unrequired ; 
all was ordered by One to Whom the affliction 
was no blind and horrible disaster, but a 
reasoned, intelligible, and familiar thing. 
The savage rushes, maddened with fear at 
the approach of disease, and hurls himself 
into the sea ; or he lies down, desperate and 
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cowed, to die, as under some dark stroke of 
unknown and unintelligible fate. But the 
wise physician greets sickness with solemn 
and unalarmed readiness; to him it has a 
meaning, a law, an order. It can be dealt 
with soberly and rationally ; without panic, 
with careful and tender attention, he sets 
himself to understand, and resist, and manage 
it So the dear Lord meets the pain and 
extremity of the Cross ; to Him, nothing is 
unexampled, nothing throws Him into per- 
plexity or distress. He knows Him whom 
He serves. He detects His purpose and 
controlling hand, even amid the tortures of 
the Passion. To him alone, of all men, could 
the law and secret of suffering be so clear, so 
open, that He could measure all that He 
had to endure, could know how far the 
trial could go and when the strain would 
slacken. "Jesus, knowing all things, said, I 
thirst." 

O King of Suffering, calnv ^xvi. ^^-^ 
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contained when Thy need was sorest, help us 
from Thy Cross when we are stricken ! Help 
us in our blindness to trust to Thee, Who 
alone canst know what we may have to bear, 
and when we may accept relief! We may lie, 
blinded and sore, ignorant what the terrible 
hours may have in store for us. But we hold 
Thy hand, Who knowest all things. Oh, 
keep us steadfast by the power of Thy calm 
and majestic supremacy, over all torment of 
body, over all anguish of soul ! 

He is unlike our sick, yet like. Oh, the 
blessed joy of the good word from the Cross, 
for in it Jesus appeals to us for help, to us for 
relief. We may moisten His lips, as mothers 
who bend with tender hands over the beds of 
fevered children. We may minister, we may 
help now, for the worst is over already. 
Ever3^hing has been done. All the lone 
fight, in which no help of ours avails, has 
been fought. " All things are now accom- 
pllshed.'* Only the burning fierceness, the 
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exhaustion of that long, solitary struggle 
still lies heavy upon Him* And this we may 
venture to refresh ; He turns to us, He calls 
to us, He suffers us to draw near. " I thirst." 
"O my people, my children, I thirst in the 
great war that I have fought for your souls ! 
I thirst, as David your King once thirsted in 
the heat of the fray, and his heart cried out 
for water from the dear spring at his home- 
door — the spring at the gate of Bethlehem. 
And three men, brave and true, broke through 
the hosts, and brought it him, at the peril of 
their lives. And now I thirst, the Son of 
David, with a sorer thirst and in a harder 
fray, I thirst, ye can give me drink. Oh, 
for a draught from the cool spring of human 
kindliness, from the sweet water of your 
compassion." So He cried, and we — we 
mocked, and said, " Let be. Let us see if 
Elias will come to Him." We mocked and 
stood, we hardly troubled ourselves* Only 
some few soldiers, touched 'wvXXv^^pc^^x ^"^>x>fi^ 
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did at last dip a sponge in the thin, acid 
wine that stood for their use as they watched, 
and put it to His lips. When He was 
thirsty, and asked our help in bitter pains, 
we gave Him — was it in kindness or in con- 
tempt ? in a kindness so small as to be almost 
contemptuous — "We gave Him vinegar to 
drink." Poor, thin, pitiful attention! All 
that we did to ease His pain was just this — 
a sponge full of vinegar that, amid jeers and 
insults, some one took the trouble to hold for 
a moment to His parched and burning lips ! 
Yet it was enough. It was all He seemed to 
expect. He asked no more of us. The 
Word of God in prophecy had allowed Him 
that refreshment and no more. He was 
content. ** Jesus, when He had received the 
vinegar, bowed His head, and gave up the 
ghost" 

Still His cry is in our ears. "I thirst." 

There is something we can do; He thirsts 

for us to help ; for us to sympathize ; for us 
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to prove our love. Alone He fights the great 
fight. There is nothing, then, that we can 
bring Him. Alone He enters the dark palace, 
to bind the strong man. But there comes 
a moment when He turns to us; when the 
Passion is accomplished and the victory- 
assured, and He would slake His thirst, the 
thirst which the terrific agony has left upon 
Him ; would slake it in the deep, cool waters 
of pity, in the rich wine of our love. "O 
my people ! " He cries to us, " now while still 
the memory of the suffering is so bitter and 
searching, even now, let Me at least feel that 
there are some hearts near who love Me, 
that there are some of those for whom I died 
who will dare to show Me compassion. 
Is there no one who will answer? no one 
who will bring Me one touch of tender 
thanks ? " 

Ah, now, quietly in church, amid friends, 
we think we bring Him our hearts, for which 
He thirsts. But that soldiet ^Vv^ x-^xs. ^>i^ 
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the hyssop did it in the full face of day, 
amid loud scoffs and brutal laughter-^to 
Jesus, the criminal, the accused, naked and 
bleeding, hung between thieves. Something 
more Jesus thirsts for than soft feelings of 
pity, passing, emotions of loose affection. 
Give Him something — something real that 
at least will moisten His lips ; that will not 
melt away into idle nothingness; something 
that will cost an effort ; something that will 
dare the insults of the world ; something that 
will testify sympathy with Him, with Him 
as He is in the deepest shame, as He 
is, when all men despise. It may be but 
a sponge full of vinegar — to the Psalmist, 
a proof of contempt, but to Jesus, Who 
knew how little He was to expect, a proof 
of something like tenderness. " When I was 
thirsty they gave Me vinegar." Yes, but 
they might have denied Him that! It was 
something that at least His lips were not left 
blistered and unmoistened ! 
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We deem it little — but what more has 
Jesus ever got from mankind, as He hangs 
on His Cross, from generation to genera- 
tion ? What more has He got than a sponge- 
ful of vinegar amid a shouting storm of 
jeers ? What more does He get from us 
in our day? ' If we honestly examine our 
devotion, our piety, our offerings — not that 
which we are gladly atle to give Him in fair 
weather when all runs smooth ; not that 
easy agreement, that willing praise, with 
which we are so ready in happy Galilee, 
when all men are flocking to hear, and the 
sick are being healed, and the world is 
astonished, and every one is wondering, " Is 
not this the Christ?" — no! but what it is 
that we have done for Him at times when all 
men have forsaken and fled, when the sun 
is darkened, and the air chill and troubled, 
when there are hard words flying about, 
and bitter contempt, when God Himself 
hides His face — and Jesus alotve ba.^'^*^'^^^> 
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on cruel nails, gibbeted, broken, ready to 
perish, forsaken? What then? Who runs 
forward then, even with a spongeful of 
vinegar ? 

Each, let us ask ourselves, now as we 
kneel under the shadow of His Passion — let 
us ask what we can bring Him that would 
indeed quench His thirst — even thirst like 
this — His thirst in His extremest hour. 
From each of us to-day He looks for some- 
thing — some new resolution, some new proof 
of devotion, some new effort that will put 
our endurance, our courage, to proof 

Does He thirst, indeed, for anything so 
small? All we can offer seems very poor 
and wretched! How can it be anything 
to Him in His dread hour ? Yes ; poor 
and thin, as a spongeful of vinegar! Yet 
even that He cared to ask for! He knew 
that it was all He would get ; for the Psalms 
that foretold it were in His heart. Yet 
He reinembered to ask for it; He loved 



"7 thirst:' 57 

to receive even that ! At least His Cross 
will not be altogether loveless and pitiless 
if we give Him that one little pledge of our 
loyalty, which is all He asks of each of us. 
Give it Him! Tiny as it seems and con- 
temptible, yet be resolute and give it ! Run 
with the hyssop and sponge ! He looks for 
that, before He can bow His head and die ! 
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" an 5ajS htm fnWXt'ts.** 

"Finished!" The cry of relief — relief 
from that long strain, that terrible tension, 
which had first made itself felt, far far back 
in the young days when He knew the touch 
of its strong compulsion, laid, as a finger of 
God, upon His heart — on that day when 
eighteen long years before, He stood alone 
in His Father's House, and was constrained 
to go about His Father's business; relief 
from the tension of that baptism wherewith 
He had to be baptised, and was so sorely 
straitened until it was accomplished ; relief 
from that lonely tension, from that terrible 
exaltation which carried Him oxv m VtQv>x 
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of His cowering and amazed disciples, as 
they followed Him in fear along the road 
to Jerusalem. " Jesus went before them ; and 
His disciples followed Him ; and as they 
followed they were amazed." They were 
amazed ! For what terrible task had He set 
His face as a flint? On what awful doom 
was it that He moved, as if by a fate 
ordained, yet strangely desired ? They could 
not tell. They listened to His sayings, and 
were dumb. Only they crept behind Him — 
repressed, terror-stricken. They could not 
enter His dark thoughts ; they could but 
follow in blind and sorrowful astonishment. 
Yea, He was alone in His baptism. Alone, 
He trod the fierce wine-press ; and of the 
people there were none but Him. O Lord 
Jesus ! in penitent confession of the loneli- 
ness in which we left Thee to work out the 
bitter task of our salvation, we kneel to-day 
around Thy Cross, praying that we may find 
grace to share some small part of Thy 
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sorrow — to drink one drop, if it may be, of 
Thy cup. 

Thy cup ! The cup which Thy Father 
gave Thee to drink. Thy Father ! Yes ; 
Man fails to share, to aid, to understand — 
fails even, in the weakness of his flesh, to 
watch but one short hour by his Master in 
His agony. Man drops away from His side. 
He is left alond Yet not alone, for the 
Father is with Him. Man is blind ; but the 
Father sees. Man is dumb ; but the Father 
watches and blesses ; the cup of blood that 
is shed is the cup of the Father's good 
blessing. Up, then, with our hearts ; we lift 
them up unto the Lord. Look up to God. 
It is His glory that is fulfilled ; for this is 
the commandment that He received of His 
Father — that He should lay down His very 
life for His sheep ; and this commandment it 
was which He had set Himself to finish and 
fulfil. And now it is over ! " It is finished ! 
It has been fulfilled ! " 
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What IS finished? The task of fulfilling 
the Scriptures, which decreed that Christ 
must suffer. This is that which " is finished." 
Let us consider how this should be. Christ 
had undertaken in becoming flesh the whole 
weight and pressure of human history, just as 
it stood at the moment at which he entered 
it. He took our flesh as it was, with the 
issues of sin branded deep upon it — the 
sorrows, the pains, the shames, all the cor- 
roded and irrevocable witness of centuries of 
disastrous sinning. The earth had become, 
for a pure and holy soul, a very prison-house, 
a charnel-cave, a place of darkness and cruel 
habitations, full of sighs, and groans and 
tears, charged with menace, with malice, with 
hatred, with violence, with butchery; and, 
therefore, to enter it in sinlessness, was in- 
evitably to suffer and to die. Christ, if He 
once came, must suffer. Necessity was upon 
Him — the strong necessities of an irreparable 
past ^*Chx\st must suffer.*' This was His 
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cup, the stern issue of His sending, the fore- 
determined end of His mission from the 
Father- To send a sinless soul into the thick 
of human history, into the turmoil of a life 
demoralized and maddened, was to send it 
to its martyrdom, was to seal it unto deith, 
a shameful death — the death of the Cross. 

" Christ must suffer." This was His certain 
and predestinated work, and the evidence for 
that issue lay plain and clear in those won- 
derful Scriptures. There, in Scripture, He 
read the recorded tale of all that God's saints 
had received at man's hands in the days of 
old. This one they had beaten, that other 
they had stoned ; and now that God has sent 
His Son, will men at. all do differently? 
Nay ! Will fire at all take pity, and cease to 
burn? Will the deep sea have, suddenly, 
mercy, and forbear to drown 1 No more will 
man, who has once taken blood, shrink from 
a renewal of murder. It is the old, unchanged 
heart, hardened by successfvxV cxvwv^^ \\^^ 
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sinning, yet obedient to the relentless issues 
of sin, that speaks out its own judgment in' 
the rigour of an unbending logic. "This is 
the heir ; come, let us kill Him." So it had 
always been. There stood the records, stored 
up in prophecy — ^to prove that so it must be. 
And Jesus, our Lord, in taking upon Himself 
the fulfilment of prophecy, bowed His patient 
head to the tyranny of natural law, to the 
grim force of unyielding facts. Prophecy 
laid it down ; it read out the lesson of an 
undeviating experience ; it had fixed the 
rule and standards under which holiness was 
bound to live, whenever it came on earth 
For prophecy laid hold of law, and was 
therefore scientific, and could therefore antici- 
pate and foretell. And our Lord surrendered. 
Himself to the inevitable as it stood, deter- 
mined, and noted, and calculated, and 
circumscribed, in the pages of Psalmists and 
Prophets. Not one atom of that severe 
necessity would He refuse or repel. Not one 
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jot or tittle of that recorded disgrace would 
He cancel. No miracle should displace one 
fragment of that deposit of grief which the 
cruel years in the long past had slowly 
heaped together. He could, indeed, summon 
twelve legion of angels to shatter the binding 
chains which the laws of man's sinful story 
had forged and fastened. But so to shatter 
the doom of law would be to shatter the 
conditions under which man's life had grown 
— ^would be to shrink from obedience to the 
fashion of a slave. Nay, if He has come to 
deliver man by being very man, He will not 
now abhor the Virgin's womb. He was sent 
to become partaker of our flesh and our 
blood ; and this cup, which the Father hath 
given Him to drink, shall He not drink it ? 
He might, indeed, summon twelve legion of 
angels ; but " how, then, shall the Scriptures 
be fulfilled > " 

The Scriptures must be fulfilled : that is the 
task set before Him. He Vvas corcv^ \.o •Swcc^'^^. 
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His fate; He refuses nothing of that which 
had become inevitable from the moment 
at which He uttered the "Lol I come." 
And, now, " it is finished I " Yea, all — O 
Lord Jesus, all has been rightly fulfilled, and 
perfected ! All the words of ancient wrong, 
all the cries of nameless sufferers, all the for- 
lorn complainings of those who of old had 
hung on some forsaken and merciless Cross, 
and had looked for some to have pity upon 
them, and there had been no man, neither 
had they found any to comfort them — all 
these have been taken and accepted and 
known and felt and finished, down to the 
last drop of vinegar, at the touch of which 
as its bitterness touched Thy parched lips, 
Thou didst know well that all had been ful- 
filled I Finished ! and also perfected. It is 
finished ; the last bitter dregs of that fierce 
cup, which, for sinning men, was the cup of 
God's fury, a cup of blood ; but which, in Thy 
hands, through Thy sinless grace, is become 
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the cup of blessing which we bless. Bitter 
vinegar for Thee, but rich, good wine of joy 
for us. Finished, and done with — drunk to 
the dregs — as the cup of our misery and of 
God's wrath ; — yes ! but fulfilled, perfected, 
established, and sealed for ever as the cup of 
that wine which Thou drinkest new and glad 
with us, Thy forgiven, in the' blessed kingdom 
of heaven. And, therefore, for ever, so long 
as earth shall last, as often as we drink of that 
cup, we do show forth, in triumphant faith. 
Thy sacred death until Thy coming again ! 

For ourselves, let us kneel and remember 
the dreadful witness against ourselves which 
Jesus finished on the Cross, in the Name of 
God the Father, to whose mission He had 
now shown His uttermost loyalty. He offered 
the final proof, anticipated in Scripture, that 
if He, the Sinless, did but stand in our midst 
— did but submit to all that we should have 
it in our hearts to do to Him — He would 
inevitably suffer and die. ' " It is fi.tvv*w^^V 
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The evidence is complete, and it is final. He 
came ; He submitted ; He used no angels to 
ward off our attack. He came, and we hung 
Him on a tree! We hung Him, and we 
should hang Him again if He came to-day. 
We cannot believe it. The Pharisees' horror 
rushes ever over us. We cry with them our 
'* God forbid." But there He hangs ; the 
proof is given us ; and our protest dies off 
our lips. Oh that we could lie low in 'the 
dust to-day and believe in the depth of the 
sin that is in us ! Search and look ! Where 
is the sin in you which would crucify the 
Lord } 

So seeking, we shall be in earnest with our 
sin ; and then, with our sin confessed and 
forgiven, let us be in earnest, also, with the 
life set before us ; let us ask of Christ a share 
in His task ; let us have the courage that 
comes from the humility of penitence, to 
pray, with James and with John, that we may 
be enabled, by His grace, to drink of His cup. 
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How shall we drink it ? We shall drink it if 
we refuse nothing of all that burden, that fate, 
which our sins and the sins of our forefathers 
have laid upon us ; if we make no complaint, 
and cry for no legion of angels to save us nor 
to spare us our heritage of pain ; if we require 
no stones-to be turned into bread ; that so it 
may be given us, at the end of our days, by 
the goodness of God, to bow our heads in 
peace, because all is now finished, and finished 
for the glory of God. 



SEVENTH WORD. 

''dTafter, into ^^ lairtrrf." 

They are words from the Psalms — ^the 
words of a w^«-*words charged with the 
human dread, with the human shudder, with 
the human cry. It is the voice of a man as 
his foot nears the black waters that roar 
through the night ; as the flood rises pitiless, 
and blind, and irresistible; and the pallor 
of an unutterable fear benumbs ; and the chill 
of the death-sweat is felt on the forehead like 
the touch of doom ; and the forces fail, and 
the heart languishes and sickens ; and the 
very fount of life runs faint and dry; and 
the entire being crumbles, and loosens, and 
sunders; and all that was solid and sturdy 
shrinks ; and all that was coio^^cX \^ >as^\s?^.\ 
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and all that was buoyant is emptied ; and his 
grace is withered, and smitten, and killed ; 
and the soul swoons, and the body shrivels, 
and all the manhood in him sinks down, 
impotent and stricken, unclean, ashamed, for- 
saken, and alone, into the dreariness of col- 
lapse, the disgrace of ruin — into the hideous 
corruption of a nameless curse. 

So man dies. So some one man had died, 
from whose lips had fallen that brave prayer, 
which now was worthy to form the last words 
on earth, of Him, the Son of Man, Who hung, 
dying the very death that His brother-man 
had trembled of old to die ; which we, too, 
tremble to die to-day. 

Yet, ought death to be this terror to the 
Christian ? Why, we often ask — we often 
are asked — if our faith is real, do we so fear 
the horror of dying } Is it not to us as the 
gate of heaven — the door, set open, of the 
marriage feast ? Why should we not be glad 
to die } Arc we faithless to Christ if we hate, 
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and loathe, and dread it ? Nay ; here is our 
comfort ! Christ had, indeed, His triumphant 
and imperial outlook over death. "Again I 
leave the world and go unto the Father." 
Death was for Him a magnificent and royal 
procession, a splendid recovery of that ancient 
glory with the Father, which was His " before 
the foundation of the world." Verily, He 
could cry to the barred gate of hell, with 
victorious security, " Lift up your heads, ye 
everlasting doors, that the King of Glory niay 
come in ! " And yet — and yet — He shud- 
dered and shrank with a loathing, with a 
shame, so terrible that it even startles us, 
from the touch of His last enemy. Death. 
Who can forget it, who can presume to 
measure it "i — that strange tumult of indigna- 
tion and dread, that strange excitement, and 
still stranger depression, with which our Lord 
Jesus moved forward to the grave of Lazarus, 
which His hand would, in a moment, break 
open and rifle of its spoil ? Yom m\^|c^\.*Cw^x^ >X 
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a victory, but is it indeed a Victor Who drags 
Himself violently towards the tomb, with 
tears, with groans, with wrench and struggle, 
scarcely curbing His overmastering emotion ; 
putting force upon Himself, upon His strong 
passion of sorrow, upon His sick and miser* 
able dismay ? " Jesus groaned in spirit, and 
again groaning within Himself/* Through 
all the perils of life He was calm, collected, 
untroubled, unalarmed. No quiver of hesita- 
tion passes ever over those firm eyes. Only 
at death, at the very shadow of death, is there 
this sudden trembling of soul, this disturb- 
ance, this tumultuous disarray, this shrinking, 
this disorder, this touch of mysterious panic, 
this boding fear. It was so with Lazarus. 
It was so with the Greeks at the feast. He 
knew, at the touch of their question, the 
nearing of the awful shadow ; and now was 
His soul troubled, torn, tossed, until His 
whole manhood cried out against the terrible 
approach. " Father, save Me from this hour." 
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And at the supper, suddenly the chill of the 
night struck Him, the dagger of the traitor as 
he sat at meat with Him pierced His soul, 
and Jesus was "trouble-tossed." And yet, 
once again, under the olives, lo ! Christ, 
our Conqueror, the Victor over death, what 
is He doing there in the moonlit night ? 
Why is He bowed down with His face in the 
very dust, laid there low, as if He had been 
violently thrown down upon the earth ? 
Watch Him. He is shaken with strong 
shudderings ; He is riven with sobs ; He is 
buffeted by the great billows of some un- 
known storm. And lo! He lifts His brow, 
and it is wet with the bloody dew of that 
tremendous agony. 

Ah ! we sinners have by our sin lost the 
power to estimate the full horror of dying. 
Those to whom life is little worth; those 
whose life is no high treasure, no blessed 

« 

prize, no good gift due to God on high — those 
may wonder why deat\v atvd \o^s o^\\l^ '^<3^^ 
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be so terrible a shame. Those whose flesh 
is no longer a sweet and clean shrine, precious 
with rich and lovely offerings, pure and white 
as a lily, gracious and scented as a rose, the 
home of all fair delights, the ready minister 
of all pleasant memories, the glad companion 
of every motion, encompassing each move- 
ment of the spirit as with the comfortable 
folds of some fragrant incense-cloud ; those 
to whom a body is no dear and familiar haunt 
of the pure spirit of God, wherein He dwells, 
for He hath a delight therein ; those to whom 
it is no sweet and perfect sacrifice offered 
hour by hour and minute by minute^ by 
the uplifted hands of an unfaltering and 
unwavering will, upon the altar of God's 
benignant love — these may not know, or 
taste, or measure what was the agony of 
the rending of the Veil, which was His Flesh 
— the agony of that robbery, of that dis- 
ruption, that cleavage, which was to Him, the 
Sinless, as the wreck aud tuitv of a life that 
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was above all things whole, compact, entire. 
Ah ! the miserable pain of a split in that life 
which knew no sundering flaw. Ah! the 
horror, loathsome and hideous, of disfeature* 
ment, of defilement, of impotence, to one Who 
was Himself Life, was Himself the Resur- 
rection and the Truth, was Himself one in 
whom the energy of invincible life wrought so 
amazingly that it was verily impossible that 
He could ever be holden long of death. The 
higher the value of life and of body, the more 
miserable and repulsive becomes the dark 
emptiness of death. And Jesus knew, there- 
fore, all, and more than all, of our bitter pains 
of death, as He bowed His Head and passed 
out into the night — the night when no man 
can work ; no, not even the Son of Man. At 
such an hour there is for us but one hope, but 
one strength. We perish, we fail, we swoon, 
we cease, we fall into the pit ; our knees fail 
us, our strength is sucked out of us. Dark- 
ness covers us, we are no move se^xv. "^ ^ ^^^ 
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nothing, know nothing, take nothing with us. 
Our hold on things is gone ; yea, even our hold 
on our own selves. We drop out of life, out of 
ourselves, out of our own hands, out of the 
light, out of all human help or experience. 
We let go, and fall, and disappear, as a stone 
let loose from our hands, to fall down a dark 
pit, of which we know no bottom. So we 
pass, pushed over the edge into the abyss, 
into the night. No eye can follow, no love 
can accompany, no hand can withhold, no 
voice can cheer; the last ties crack, loosen, 
break. A pitiless force draws us, expels us, 
sucks us down. One last cry, and we are 
gone, over the grim edge, into dreadful silence. 
We cease. Yes, but our very ceasing, the 
very bitterness of our own collapse, allows 
Faith its chance. All hold over itself is lost 
to the soul. Let it give itself, all the more 
wholly, into the hands of the eternal Father. 
It falls, falls out of all security, as a stone 
that is dropped. Yes ; but let its last cry, 
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as it sinks, be a committal of itself to 
God, and lo ! the fall becomes no desperate 
ruin, but a rush, a flight into the arms of that 
good Father Who, even in the darkness, will 
lay fast hold and bear it up. 

How splendid the courage of such a faith, 
the faith of the man who, seeing nothing, 
knowing nothing, foretelling nothing, sick 
with the death-swoon, torn out of all its 
experience, hurled forward into vacant gloom, 
yet still is utterly faithful, utterly loyal ! — the 
faith of one who then can cry, as our Lord 
has taught him, "My Father! to whom 
darkness is as clear as the day; My 
Father ! Who art to be found in the lowest 
deep of Hades as much as in the highest 
glory of heaven ; I see nothing ; I know not 
whither it is I pass; I am fast losing all 
power to act, or to help, or think. Where 
I lose, be Thou forthcoming! When I fail, 
do Thou abide ! When I am weakest, be 
Thou strong ! When I catv do wov^'^EJis.^ ^^ 
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Thou, therefore, do most. Father, my Father ! 
now that I am wholly undone and perishing, 
now into Thy hands do I more than ever 
commend my spirit." 

We must have our fear of death ; but let 
us lay our fears to-day within the fear of 
Jesus. Remember that His fear. His shrinking 
were larger, more searching than ours. Our 
little tremors can lie hid within that vast 
shudder that shook Him beneath the olives. 
Bring them, then. And, so laid, so hidden, 
within Him, we may learn, as we kneel 
beneath His Cross, to feel His strong cry of 
faith break through His and our fear. That 
loud, great cry — it shall be round us — calm, 
but calm with a peace that has been won 
by struggle, by sweat, by agony. " Into Thy 
hands, O My Father, I commend this fearful 
soul, that trembles within My hands, that 
trembles enfolded within My love — the soul 
of this My brother, of this My sister, weak, 
frail, pitiful, as a lost bird, within the Hand 
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that holds it and soothes it" So He will 
hold us ; so His cry will encourage us ; so, 
with His own commendation, He will com- 
mend our spirits, as we, too, die with Him, to 
the Father of spirits, the Lover of souls. 
Oh, kneel, and place your soul now within 
the hands of Jesus ; place it, as it will be in 
the impotence of its last hour, in the swoon 
of its utter dissolution. Place it there now 
to-day, before the sick hour of death lays 
heavy hands upon you ; place it, quaking and 
alarmed, in those pierced hands that knew for 
you the touch of death, that He, with those 
same hands, may commit you into the secure 
hands of the Eternal God, 
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<* Cl&r0ttj|5 istusxsintt ue tsits it" 

What is more pitiful than ignorant wrong ? 
Can we picture for ourselves a more miserable 
surprise than to wake up one morning, as from 
a shattered slumber, after long years in which 
all had seemed well; after long years, in 
which the even movement of the days had 
gone smoothly through its familiar round 
from dawn to even, with all the steady 
security of unbroken usage, of unalarmed 
ease ; with the well-known rhythm of yearly 
changes from work to leisure, and from 
leisure back to work ; with the constant per- 
sistence of home close round about, home, 
with its dear intimacies and utvo^^^Xlv^xccw^ 
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faces, whose aflfection hedges us round from 
all touch of suspicion, from all sense of harm 
— ^to have lived thus, enclosed within the 
shelter of long habits, within the walls that 
business builds, within the peace that earthly 
love so blindly fosters; lived month after 
month and year after year; and to have 
suffered each month to corroborate our con- 
fidence, and each recurring year, in its 
delightful sameness, to redouble our com- 
placency ; and then to wake up, to start ! 
Some voice, terrible, irresistible, clanging, 
like a trumpet, is sounding in our ears ; and 
we look, and lo ! we stand arraigned and 
convicted of an irretrievable crime : the world 
is pronouncing judgment dead against us, 
and is rightly pronouncing, and we know 
that it is right. We are condemned in that 
to which we are most sensitive — in our 
honour, justice, kindliness ; and we find that 
we have not a word to say. 
Such a surprise may seem, at first hearing, 
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impossible ; yet is it not very familiar to us ? 
What has been the story of many a com- 
mercial fall? A man in business has been 
respected, trusted, admired; and he has 
trusted, respected, admired himself, up to the 
very hour at which the crushing blow fell. 
He has, perhaps, retired from direct control ; 
he has not kept very careful watch over the 
details of management ; ventures have been 
undertaken, to which his consent has been 
unwillingly given ; he has been persuaded 
step by step ; each separate venture looked 
right, or at least not wrong; yet, put 
together, what a long way he has been carried 
from the track of upright dealing ! He has 
hoped for too large and rapid an interest ; he 
has allowed his firm to fall in with doubtful 
practices — ^well known, much used, it may be, 
that belong to the trade, but yet practices 
that no delicate sense of honesty could 
permit — practices which all who are not 
in the trade have no doubt ot ^v^^xiSN^j \ss. 
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judging. And yet it has all grown up with- 
out his suspecting it, without his judgment 
being able, at any particular moment, to dis- 
approve and disallow. It all lay in twilight, 
and nothing had shown itself. Never once, 
until the bitter, biting, relentless light broke 
in upon it all — never once had he really faced 
and known the full evil ; and yet now, in this 
strong daylight, it all springs up into evi- 
dence with horrible pertinacity, with dreadful 
distinctness ; he himself sees, and knows, and 
confesses, and dares not deny it ! 

It is easy to picture so familiar and typical 
a story; it comes within our common ex- 
perience; and in history, how serious and 
alarming are the parallels ! Some great 
statesman, for instance, after years of patient, 
diligent work ; after a life-long devotion to 
his country's honour, to his people's good ; 
after a wonderful story of hard-won applause 
and radiant successes, suddenly, in one swift 
hour, finds that a storm has burst upon him. 
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wild and furious. The low murmurs that 
lurked in some dark, unregarded corner of 
the kingdom, and that seemed to him 50 
unjust, so unworthy, so contemptible, have 
risen like a rushing mighty wind ; they have 
lifted an entire people into fury. Some 
wrong has been disclosed, some corruption, 
some injustice, such as can grow and increase^ 
night and day, like a seed while men sleep, 
until it has become a crime at which we 
stand aghast, a crime that it maddens us to 
think of. And he, the statesman, Tcnows it ; 
he feels it as much as any. He is responsible. 
Where were his eyes, that he did not see it ? 
where were his hands, that they did not help ? 
where was his mouth, that it did not cry 
aloud } Alas ! he cannot tell any more than 
the fiercest of those who accuse him \ The 
wrong has been done, under his patronage, 
perhaps at his side, through his neglect, by 
his friends, through his policy, under the 
shadow of his name. He com\A. \vaN^ V^pt^* 
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seen it, if only he had put himself to the 
pains. He could have cured it, if only he 
had had a good courage and a scrupulous 
will. He knows all this now, but he has 
learned it too late ! He has learned it only 
amid the wrath of an outraged people, 
passionate at his heedlessness, furious with 
disappointment, hot to avenge. He has 
learned it only as he flies, battered by curses, 
bruised by scorn, to crouch and hide from 
the pursuit of a nation's condemnation ; and 
even, as he flies, he knows that the austere 
judgment of history will brand his name 
with shameful memory from generation to 
generation. 

Yes, through ignorance such men have 
fallen again and again before now ! It is 
most pitiful, most pathetic. And yet how 
deadly, how damning is such ignorance I 
For the shadow of the darkest hour that has 
saddened human history owes its gloom to 
ignorance such as this. 
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"Through ignorance, they did it!" Did 
what ? " Killed the Holy One and the just, 
and desired a murderer to be granted them." 
We can hardly believe it, so frightful is the 
blunder ! How could such a glaring contrast 
conceal itself? Is it possible that they who 
looked on Christ and Barabbas, standing 
there side by side — the Anointed Son, and 
the thief who was a murderer — should not 
have known the difference, should have con- 
demned the Son of Man and acquitted the 
robber? They cannot have been human, 
they must have been mad ! And yet St. Peter, 
who had seen it all, who had watched the 
formation of that terrific decision, assures 
us that "through ignorance, they did it!" 
Ignorance ! yes, just such ignorance as blinds 
us to-day to a hundred crimes that we com- 
mit! "Through ignorance," an ignorance 
that was so ignorant of its own ignorance, 
that it could not bring itself to doubt its 
own Tightness. Again and ^^jaxcv \\. ^"^^ 
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forced by a hesitating and unwilling judge 
to reconsider its verdict ; it was given chance 
after chance of withdrawal, it was obstructed, 
it was repelled, and still it pronounced " Not 
this man, but Barabbas 1 " A strange, a 
terrible decision 1 Yet, just let us remember 
how it would all look ; how natural, how 
rational ; so like one of our own daily public 
judgments, on what we know through the 
papers, through reports, through party 
speeches! For, let us consider what those 
Jews would be feeling and saying on that 
eventful morning. What would be their 
temper towards that which they were called 
upon to judge? How were they likely to 
give it a favourable estimate ? 

The whole set of the new Christ's move* 
ment had been disheartening and discredit- 
able. It had not been rejected at first sight, 
or slighted, or ignored. Nayl it had been 
welcomed. The people had been willing 
enough. Every chance had been allowed it. 
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The rulers, both Pharisees and Scribes, had 
taken no high-handed official measures against 
it. For two whole years the affair had been 
thoroughly sifted. They had been willing 
enough to listen at first, they had accom- 
panied His preaching, they had invited Him 
to their houses. [Slowly they had been 
forced to an adverse decision, forced by the 
Prophet's own conduct ; and then, when 
pressed to explain, who could help being 
repelled by His strange indecision } He 
would not give a plain answer. And there 
were worse points yet against Him. He had 
openly despised and broken the holy habits 
of Israel's blessed Sabbath; He had over- 
ridden the teaching of Moses and the 
Prophets ; and yet worse than that ; He had, 
in defence, claimed an equal right with God 
to work on the Sabbath, and had, again, 
pretended to exercise God's own peculiar 
prerogative of forgiving sins. He is guilty 
of impiety, of apostasy, of bUs^\\Rtccj . ^'o^ 
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can He be Messias? A Messias against 
Moses! a Messias against God! And each 
year has been a new disappointment, until 
His own party have begun to own His 
obvious breakdown ; every day they fall 
away, they are despairing of Him. He is 
now at the last gasp, almost deserted, hiding 
here and there, for fear of His life. He dare 
not sleep in Jerusalem. Only a bigoted band 
of ignorant Galileans still cling to their wild 
dreams of Him — they, and a few poor women! 
They are of those who know not the Law. 
But nobody of position, of weight, of influence, 
has believed in Him. No! and no one of 
experience, of knowledge, of spiritual autho- 
rity, learned in the Word of God. Not one 
has joined ! " Have any of the Rulers 
believed } " The Rulers ! those who studied 
the Law night and day, those who sat in 
Moses' seat, and had thoroughly sifted the 
Scriptures, and knew the Bible by heart, and 
had worked through all the Commentators, 
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and were wise through close and accurate 
training in just that knowledge on which the 
question of Messiahship must turn — none of 
these had believed ! None of those who 
know! Only the poor, half-educated pea- 
sants! Only the foolish knot of fanatical 
women, women of doubtful character, to whom 
He has been perilously merciful ! How can 
His followers count at all for anything ? And 
even they, at last, are breaking up, are scat- 
tering ! One of them, once a most ardent, 
enthusiastic disciple, has already been in 
communication with the authorities. He has 
had every opportunity of studying the cha- 
racter of Jesus, of seeing Him in private, when 
a man's real heart is disclosed ; and he has 
detected His falsity : he has seen through 
Him. Yet he is a man who would have 
clung to Him, if it had been possible: an 
ardent patriot, who would give his life for 
the cause of God, for the hope of a Messiah. 
Yet he confesses himself deceived, "^Xnj^ ^-^^ 
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believe in One whose own personal friends 
distrust Him? He is a Judean, this man, 
this Judas of Kerioth ; he knows better than 
these poor Galilean fishermen. He has freed 
himself from the glamour of personal charm, 
which no doubt attracts at first sight. He is 
a man of common sense, of good judgment, 
a prudent, careful man, scrupulous and 
thoughtful; yet so absolutely undeceived is 
he, that he has even consented to aid the 
police in arresting his late Master. A cause 
so distrusted by its own champions can hardly 
be sound or true. Why, even a robber-band 
will hold together, if their chief be but 
honest ! The whole affair is collapsing : the 
people are already mad with disappointment, 
He promised so much at first. He has done 
nothing. " The Kingdom of Heaven ! " He 
proclaimed it. He promised it to be coming 
— coming this very hour ; — and where is it ? 
Every day it seems further off ! Every hour 
the hopes shrink. They ask Him urgently to 
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bring to pass what He pledged. They urge 
Him to act. To stand by His own words. 
And He ? He throws out a cloud of misty, 
heated language about some far-off mystical 
Coming in the clouds of Heaven. No one 
can tell what He means ! It almost looks as 
if He had lost control over Himself — as if His 
head were unsteady and His mind unhinged. 
And He now, too, pours out angry denuncia* 
tions against the very city that He declared 
He loved, against the very Temple which He 
claimed to be His, as the Purifying Messiah.' 
"There shall not be left one stone upon 
another, that shall not be thrown down." He is 
driven into this wild blasphemy by His baffled 
fury, by His own consciousness of failure ; 
He will probably hurl Himself into some 
desperate venture, to win His last stake ; and 
then, the Romans ! they will seize the excuse 
of a revolt to strip us of our last rags of free- 
dom : ever5^hing will be ruined ! At any 
cost He must be saved from dragging down 
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the whole hope of the Nation into His des- 
perate and reckless failure. It must be ex- 
pedient that one man should die — one man, 
Who has Himself t« thank for having brought 
things to such a pass ! So, no doubt, the talk 
ran round Jerusalem : and a hundred rumours 
would spread, rumours of strange sayings of 
Christ's, detached, distorted, magnified, — Woes 
against the Priests and the religious party, 
destruction against the Temple. '*I will 
destroy this Temple." . • . So he was re- 
ported to have said. No judicious, no thought- 
ful, no serious-minded man could any longer 
believe in utterances that had become so 
distraught, so extravagant, so impious. And, 

if so, if he were, after all, so self-deceived, 
what could be thought of His wonderful 
healings of which we heard so much ? He 
must have been either deceiving or self-de- 
ceived from the first : or, it may be, that he 
has tampered with unworthy and godless 
powers, bewitchments, charms, devilrj", super- 
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stitions — " He did them through Beelzebub." 
He cannot be innocent ; He must have dealt 
with strange sorceries. A man who has made 
a false claim, is so easily led to sustaining his 
fading popularity by tricks of this kind ! So 
the great rumour would spread, and would 
heap itself together until it possessed Jerusa- 
lem, and the people were swept under its 
sway, and all the respectable classes grew 
into a terrible conviction, and everything 
was ready. Now, if a spark did but fly, the 
whole slumbering wrath would rush into a 
blaze ! Let there rise but one cry in that 
excited hall, as they surged and swayed round 
Pilate's throne — but one cry, "not this man, 
but Barabbas ! " and it has been caught up 
by a thousand throats — it is ringing through 
the hall like thunder : and in answer to Pilate's 
challenge, " What shall I do with Him that 
is called Christ } " like one voice comes back 
the gathered war, " Crucify Him ! Crucify 
Him !" The decision is taken, once cind for 
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ever. " They have killed the Prince of 
Life." " They have desired the murderer to 
be granted unto them." It is a dreadful, 
a grotesque, a damning decision : and yet — 
they cannot see it; they find nothing unrea- 
sonable in it : they consider it to be com- 
mended by every plausible argument, on every 
rational ground. To them it is wholly and 
entirely natural and just. 

St Peter is right. It was "THROUGH 
IGNORANCE they did it." "Through igno- 
rance." A nation, a society, wakes up, now 
and again, to discover in its midst some 
terrible story of unregarded wrong. How 
has it all been growing } Whence came it } 
When did it begin } Who is guilty } No 
one can say ; only there it is, horrible, disas- 
trous, scandalous, a bitter and unanswer- 
able reproach. Can we not remember some 
such discovery ? Perhaps it may have been 
some dim, sad life of a peasantry, that plods 
on in dull suspense, just above starving 
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point — enduring a life that can never come 
to much, that can, at its best, just keep 
itself above-ground ; that sinks, at each slip, 
into the blank idleness and hopelessness of 
pauperism ; a life, stupid and heavy-eyed, 
gross and hard, with no clear aim, no quick- 
ening purpose, no stir of living interest; a 
life monotonous, unnatural, indelicate, unfed, 
that is so anxious for the necessities of the 
body, that the spirit has no room, or leisure, 
or opportunity ; a life in which the burden 
of the struggle for food smothers, and 
crushes, and suffocates all the movements 
of the soul ; a life too sunken to complain, 
too poor to know its own wrong ; a life that 
suffers on in grim, blind silence, from century 
to century. Such a life as that, we, in 
England, have, before now, suddenly found 
there, at our feet, under our eyes ; so familiar 
that we did not regard it, so ancient that 
it did not distress us, until one day the light 
breaks in, the tale is told, the ^lox^ ^\\\x^w^ 



lOO SERMON FOR GOOD FRIDAY, 

the press pours out its witness, our con- 
demnation is manifest, and we are miserable 
at the disclosure. We are angry, disgusted, 
reproachful; but with whom? Everybody 
has his defence ; it was nobody's business 
to see after it; it was the force of circum- 
stance ; who could help it ? We had often 
suspected it, pitied it, regretted it ; we had 
striven to alleviate its worst miseries ; but 
still we had acquiesced in its existence, we 
had done nothing towards its utter removal ; 
we had attributed it to necessary conditions ; 
we did not think it could be helped ; we did 
not fancy it was quite so bad ! . So we plead, 
and such pleading only means that through 
ignorance we had acquiesced in what now we 
know to have been a crime. 

Or it may again, in our towns, be poor 
women, slaving with worn fingers and wearied 
hearts, to win out of the hardness of the 
times some few pennies by a long day's 
grind. The brutal world makes no allowance 
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for their weakness — for their necessities. As 
long as they will consent to stitch from 
morning to night, unrelieved, uncheered, 
unaided, for some miserable and scandalous 
pittance that we should be ashamed to throw 
to a beggar, the world asks no more ques- 
tions ; it is satisfied to give them what they 
ask, and they are too ignorant, too pitiful, 
too tired, too desperate, too weak, too faint- 
hearted to ask for their true wages ; they 
do not ask to be given more than will just 
not let them starve to death. So, thinned 
to the bone, sick to the soul, they take 
their sixpence and their shilling for a long 
day's labour, and no one hears their long, 
dreary sighing, or marks the racking cough 
that shakes their chill bodies, or knows at 
all their wretched fodder, their scanty cloth- 
ing, their bare and blind distress, until the 
worst has happened, until the life has beconle 
intolerable, until the iniquity is full. Then 
at last, a scream reaches us, a crj ^'^'^•^iSsk \^^ 
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and we turn from our haste and our hurry, 
and look, and see, and make sure ; and as 
we see, we shrink, we start, we weep, we 
protest. It is most horrible, most cruel ; who 
would have thought it ! No ; who indeed ? 
Yet there it is ; and who is to be blamed ? 
Their employer? He paid them all they 
asked. How was he to know it was too 
little? He could get any number to take 
the work at the price. The customer de- 
manded the things cheap ; it was the cus- 
tomer who drove the market so hard; the 
employers can but serve the market And 
the customers — how were they to know what 
was happening behind all this screen-work 
of fine shops ? They had no time to 
inquire, no experience of how these things 
were done. Who could expect them to 
know? So the guilt shifts itself from the 
one to another ; no one is exactly respon- 
sible. Yet that does not at all diminish the 
wrong I A wrong it remains, monstrous, 
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iniquitous, unjust! The whole society has 
allowed it, and in allowing, has committed 
it. A wrong it is, which must cry to Heaven, 
as the blood of Abel cries from the ground ; 
a wrong which testifies night and day .against 
the nation that suffers it to continue. 

The blood of many such social sins is 
upon us and upon our children — "even 
though through ignorance we have all done 
it." Ah! let us not be ashamed to take 
the hands of those poor Jews, and learn to 
shelter ourselves with them under St. Peter's 
kindly plea. 

But it is not only without. Within ! How 
much there is within each one of which we 
live wholly ignorant; a power of evil — 
dormant, yet slowly massing itself, with 
secret, stealthy increase, while we pay no 
regard to its hidden working, to its ministry 
of death. 

Our inner lives are enwrapt and beclouded 
with sins that we have never ev^tv d&\sjeu^^ 
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to be there. Now and again, a sudden fall 
reveals the depth of our corruption, and 
the sin startles us as much as it surprises 
our neighbours. We had not suspected its 
possibilities to be within us. Through sheer 
ignorance of ourselves we had become bad 
enough to do it 

How are we to convict ourselves of sins 
that are hidden from us.? How are we to 
regret, to confess, to cry out against a body 
of sin, of which we are, by our very sinning, 
ignorant? How can we learn to hate that 
which we cannot feel to be present ? There 
are three methods by which to measure and 
to loathe the secret sinfulness which lies too 
deep within us for us to directly discover it. 

I. We can make sure of its presence, by 
noting our own spiritual impotence. 

Why are we so powerless to help a brother 
or a sister in a moral or mental crisis ? to 
rescue them from their failings t to convince 
them of God's Blessedness, of His Joy, and of 
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His Love ? Why is it that we do not per- 
suade men more of the goodliness of faith, of 
the peace and gladness of Christ ? Why do 
we not carry with us more cheerfulness, more 
light, more comfort, more refreshment ? Why 
do we not brighten our homes, expel melan- 
cholies, purge out all that offends ? Why are 
we so prayerless, so useless, so far below the 
level of the Epistles, or of the Sermon on the 
Mount? Why does our life remain on the 
dull flats ? Why does it advance so little, 
and never rise at all ? Yet we go on praying, 
receiving Communion, feeding on Grace ! It 
could not all be so ineffectual, so barren, 
unless God's Grace, received so freely, lay 
cumbered and suffocated under some gross 
lump, some solid weight of unmoved wrong. 

2. We can learn it through the Saints. 
How we are puzzled by their stormy and 
terrifying language about their sins ! The 
higher the Saint, the fiercer the language, the 
more abject the confession, the more over- 
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whelming the misery. How is this ? Have 
they grossly fallen ? Have their lives been 
hideous, beyond normal use, with clamorous 
evil ? Nay, there is no sign of it St Paul 
was, in all matters of the moral law, blame- 
less : what, then, is this agony of confession ? 
Those of you who have read the beautiful 
story of Catherine of Sienna, will have been 
startled by the same surprise. They will 
remember how, after a life without reproach, 
without a flaw, without a stain, — after a life 
dedicated to the service of purity and faith 
from end to end of its wonderful days, — after 
a life that, by sheer might of innocence, swept 
sinning souls back into the light of forgive- 
ness, — after a mission apostolic in its richness, 
in its single-heartedness, in its power, in its 
splendour — she is heard on her deathbed, — 

that pure, sweet girl-soul who had saved her 

« 

Church from corruption, — to be tossed with 
strong agonies, to be pleading hard with her 
God, to be swallowed up in waters of stormy 
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distress, as she sees all that had been left 
undone, all that she had failed to achieve. 

Ah, the Saints! They have their eyes 
opened ; and they know what we can never 
know ; they hold the plumb-line of God, and 
can take the measure of their sin. Therefore, 
it has always been that a growth in holiness 
involves a growth in thesense of sin ; and we 
can know, by our indifference to sin, how 
slight is our approach to that Holiness in the 
Light of which the Saints see God, and so 
seeing Him, with the eyes of purity, abhor 
themselves, and repent in dust and ashes. 
The confessions of saints are a testimony we 
can use against ourselves ; by studying them, 
we can learn a little what the sin must be in 
us which prevents us seeing what they see. 

3. And there is, lastly, the Cross of Jesus 
Christ. There is our standard, there is our 
measure, there is our proof. Our sin, the sin 
now in our souls, is deadly enough to have 
cost all that Agony and Bloody Sweat, all 
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that Cross and Passion. Who, indeed, can 
be easy-hearted as he looks upon its terrible 
shame ? Yet it is very hard, after consider- 
ing and reviewing all our wrong-doings, for 
us to feel that they require so terrific a 
remedy. Surely, surely, St. Peter's plea is 
sorely needed ! We kneel, at night, a few 
minutes by our bedside, and run over the 
slips and falls of the day ; a few false words, 
a light thought or two, a kindness left undone, 
a bit of temper to be regretted — just that, 
perhaps ; and we confess them, and deplore 
them, willingly enough, and beg God to for- 
give, and so lie down with a mind at peace, 
and sleep without a fear. Yes ; but suppose 
that just at the close of our light-hearted 
confession, we were to pause, and look up, 
and saw there,^ above our heads, uplifted, with 
outstretched arms, with bowed head, the 
Body of Jesus, our dear Lord — ^hung there, 
bleeding, bruised, pierced, broken, dying — 
with racked limbs, with parched tongue, with 
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stricken soul. For our sins that Blood is 
dripping, that Heart is broken ! 

" Nay ! oh, my God ! For what sins of 
mine? " So we should look up and cry. " I 
have looked my life through, and found none 
that would be worth all this horror, this 
amazing despair ! I have looked, and found 
nothing very serious, or very anxious : nothing 
that Thou canst not easily, of Thy mercy, 
forgive ! Why, for these light things, shouldst 
Thou have sent Thy Son to die ? " 

Yes ; to-day, as verily as ever, we are 
ignorant of the sins by which we crucify the 
Lord of Glory, and put Him to an open 
shame ! Our life looks to us fairly honest, 
good, moral, even pious. Yet there He still 
hangs in our very midst, on His awful Tree 
of Scorn ! Somewhere within us, we have 
that which keeps Him yet pierced with those 
n^ils and that spear ; something we hold in 
our heart of hearts which still brings Him 
into the Dust of Death. 
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Ah ! we should, surely, be more serious in 
our searchings of soul, if we frankly accepted 
the evidence of the Cross that some gross evil 
is in us, which we have got painfully to 
detect, to bring to light. We should then 
be uneasy until we at least began to see what 
was seriously amiss ; for we should be sure 
that if we had but the eyes of a saint, we 
should behold ourselves with terror, with 
tears, with beseechings, with cries of bitter 
confession. 

And we could so discover our guilt without 
any morbid alarm, because the very power 
to see it is the proof of His pardoning pre- 
sence. It is in the light of His Cross that we 
look at ourselves, and shudder : each shudder 
is a testimony that we have received and 
understood His message. His Passion. For 
this He hung there ; that we, by His Cross, 
might see, and know ; that we might have 
His true measure of our sin. We should not 
see if we had not been touched by His Hand. 
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Blessed be God, then, for this sight of fear ! 
We thank Him for it, for He has forgiven us 
in Christ, in order that we may be enabled, 
by His forgiveness, to recover our sight, and 
know our sickness. 

We are not thrown, therefore, into any 
wild panic, nor any painful perplexity, as our 
eyes fall upon some fresh disclosure of our 
inner corruption. Nay ! we are glad, and 
thankful, at each fresh sight of our sin ; for 
each is a fresh proof of recovering purity — 
the purity which alone can use the eyes of 
God — that purity which was restored to us 
through the mercy of the Father, Who heard 
the dying prayer of the Son : " Father, for- 
give them, for they know not what they 
do!" 



